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Program
Winterreise, D. 911(Poetry by Willhelm Müller)
Gute Nacht
Die Wetterfahne
Gefrorne Tränen
Erstarrung
Der Lindenbaum
Wasserflut
Auf dem Flusse
Rückblick
Irrlicht
Rast
Frühlingstraum
Einsamkeit
Die Post
Der greise Kopf
Die Krähe
Letzte Hoffnung
Im Dorfe
Der stürmische Morgen
Täuschung
Der Wegweiser
Das Wirtshaus
Mut
Die Nebensonnen
Der Leiermann
Franz Schubert
(1797-1828)
Biographies
Brad Hougham, baritone
Brad Hougham is a sought-after vocal pedagogue and clinician, and has served
on the voice faculty at Ithaca College School of Music since 2006.  For 11
summers, he taught singing at the Spoleto Vocal Arts Symposium, an
international institute for vocal studies and opera performance. He has taught
master classes and clinics in the United States, Europe and Canada.  Dr.
Hougham studied music at the University of Saskatchewan, receiving a
Bachelor of Music degree with Great Distinction.  He earned a Professional
Studies Diploma from The Mannes College of Music, a Master of Arts degree
from The City University of New York and a Doctor of Musical Arts degree
from Rutgers, The State University of New Jersey.
He has performed many roles in opera with various companies, but among his
favorites are:  Il Conte (Le Nozze di Figaro), Demetrius (A Midsummer
Night’s Dream), Guglielmo (Così fan tutte), Papageno (Die Zauberflöte),
Mercutio (Roméo et Juliette), and Schaunard (La Bohème).  He sang at the
Metropolitan Opera for eight seasons, appearing in their productions of 
Benvenuto Cellini, Fidelio, Götterdämmerung, Lohengrin, Die Meistersinger
von Nürnberg, Moses und Aron, Oedipus Rex, Parsifal, Tannhäuser, and War
and Peace.
Dr. Hougham’s career goal is to make great music with great musicians, and he
has had the fortune of collaborating with many significant conductors,
including James Levine, Valerey Gerghiev, Paul Goodwin, and Jane Glover. 
He has appeared as a soloist in notable venues (Avery Fisher Hall, Merkin
Hall, The Music Center at Strathmore and Brooklyn Academy of Music, to
name a few), and he has been featured as a soloist on National Public Radio. 
Dr. Hougham’s singing can be heard on two recordings: Rossini in Venice
(Albany Records), and Soldier Stories (Mulatta Records), with the Manhattan
Chamber Orchestra. 
Diane Birr, piano
Pianist Diane Birr has collaborated with numerous vocalists and
instrumentalists in recitals and master classes throughout the United States, and
in Russia, Australia, Canada, France, Scotland, Austria, England and Norway. 
Dr. Birr has served as an official accompanist for the Music Teachers National
Association’s (MTNA) national competitions, the International Double Reed
Society Conference, the International Horn Society Conference and the
International Trombone Festival.  She is a frequently featured as pianist on the
Cayuga Chamber Orchestra Chamber Music Series in Ithaca, NY and is a
member of the Troica Trio, which was invited to perform at the 2010 ITG
Conference in Sydney, Australia.  The trio's first CD, Troica - music for
trumpet, saxophone and piano, is available on CD Baby.  For sixteen years Birr
served on the faculty and staff of International Workshops, a two-week music
and arts festival held in various locations around the world, where she
performed in recitals and master classes, as well as coached chamber music. 
Birr holds the Doctor of Musical Arts in Accompanying and Chamber Music
from the Eastman School of Music, where she studied with Jean Barr.  She
maintains an active role in professional music organizations currently serving
as MTNA Eastern Division Director and as a member of the MTNA Board of
Directors.
David Lefkowich, Stage Director
David Lefkowich is an accomplished stage director and fight choreographer
and has enjoyed success with different companies including the Metropolitan
Opera, Teatre alla Scala, New York City Opera, San Francisco Opera,
Minnesota Opera, and Glimmerglass Opera.  He is also a guest artist and
performs master classes at several Young Artist programs and universities
including the Atelier Lyrique de L’Opéra de Montréal, Florida Grand Opera
Young Artist Program, Glimmerglass Opera Young American Artist Program,
the Juilliard School, McGill School of Music, San Francisco Conservatory and
Ithaca College.  A graduate from Northwestern University with a Bachelor’s of
Science in Theatre, David has a certificate from École Jacques-Lecoq in Paris,
France.
Notes
“Each generation has the capacity to see and hear its own concerns, artistic
and otherwise, mirrored in past works.” — Susan Youens
Winterreise is not the telling of a particular story or even the sharing of a
particular experience, but instead a journey of psychological free-fall. It is a
story we can all relate to—it’s what our minds do when we are sad and alone
after we come home at night, closing the door behind us. The thoughts we
have; the reactions we have to our thoughts; the other thoughts that those
thoughts lead us toward.  Although originating in the 19th-century, Müller’s
words and Schubert’s music  assert a poignancy that will always resonate.
I.  Good Night
This doesn’t make any sense.  She promised to love me.  There was going to be
a family and a place to belong.  I thought it would be forever, but I’m alone
now.  Why did God create love this way, so that it could be so short-lived and
painful?  The only thing to do is wish her well.
II.  The Weather Vane
Love is completely fickle, just like the wind.  It can blow in one direction so
strongly and then turn around completely and blow in another direction.  She
has a family to console her, but I’m alone with my grief.
III.  Frozen Tears
I felt a tear on my cheek before I even knew I was crying.  The feelings in my
heart are so strong and passionate.  With these overwhelming feelings, my
tears should be hot enough to melt all the snow this winter, but this tear was so
lukewarm.
IV.  Numbness
Where are the messages she sent me?  Where are the pictures? There has to be
some memento of our time together.  There isn’t even a single flower or blade
of grass now.  At least that would remind me of our beautiful walks together. 
The only thing that I have to remind me of her is this pain.  When this pain
passes, how will I remember her?  How will I remember that happiness?  Will
there be anything left to feel?
V.  The Linden Tree
My favorite tree looks so different in winter.  Instead of warm hospitable
solace, there was only cold wind blowing through its branches today. Those
happy memories of comfort are so strong.  Will they return with the spring?
…I haven’t thought of her for a moment…
VI.  Flood
The details are beginning to leave my memory.  If the memories of my love
die, will there by anything left to feel?  Staying focused on the pain helps at
least allows me to feel something.
VII.  On the River
The river has also changed.  Now, it is frozen and silent.  Maybe I will go there
tomorrow and carve our names in the ice along with the date and time when we
met and when we parted.  It will be like a memento that will keep the love
alive until Spring, when the ice melts away…  Come on, heart, WAKE UP! 
You are like this river, aren’t you?  Frozen on the surface but running with
force underneath?
VIII.  Glance Backwards
It was such a terrible dream.  Trying to get away from her and from the town,
falling down on every stone in an attempt to run away, and birds were
throwing balls of ice at me from the rooftops.  Then, suddenly, there were
beautiful trees, and birds and fountains throughout the town, all reminding me
of her.  She was my undoing.
IX.  Will-o'-the-wisp
There is relief to know that my journey will end in death, and with death, all
this sorrow will cease.  This depression feels like an abyss, but it’s so easy to
remain here, in it…
X.  Rest
It’s when you sit still for a moment that you can finally notice how drained you
feel.  It feels like I’m being blown around by a winter storm, but I’m fine going
with wherever the storm takes me.  I don’t want to fight the storm any longer. 
I give up.  When I sit alone, I feel like I’m being eaten alive by my own
obsessive thoughts.  I don’t care.
XI.  Spring Dream
A pleasant thought?  Of love?  Springtime? Flowers?  Hope, even?  Of course,
I was woken from it, only to be reminded of my reality.  Still, maybe when
spring comes, there will be hope.
XII.  Loneliness
Why does the rest of the world, so happy and full of love, not even notice me? 
Am I that different from them?  Utterly alone and unwanted and rejected, like a
single black storm cloud floating through an otherwise beautiful summer sky.
XIII.  The Post
My heart is still alive!  How is it possible, even now, that a small part of me
still lives in hope?  Of course she’s not contacting me, but that sound made me
so excited for a second.
XIV.  The Gray Head
Was that gray hair on my head? …No.  It was only frost from the cold outside. 
This youth is a burden.  It’s still such a long way to go before death.
XV.  The Crow
As I walked along, there was a crow who followed me the whole way, flying
above me.  It was so strange, like it was a faithful companion… maybe the
only one that will be faithful to me until I die.
XVI.  Last Hope
Why pin all my hopes and dreams onto one thing, and why so quickly?  There
are thousands of leaves on the trees, but only one of them gets all my attention.
 A single leaf is so precarious and so susceptible, it can be carried off in a
strong wind.  When that single leaf falls, all hope falls with it.
XVII.  In the Village
Dreams are for other people, anyway.  I can’t sleep and I don’t have happy
dreams anymore, and even if I do, I just wake up to this reality.  All I hear at
night are other people’s dogs howling, which ruin any chance of dreaming.  I
don’t care if I ever have another dream.
XVIII.  The Stormy Morning
The powerful stormy winter sky, gray and cold, is what my heart would see if
it looked into a mirror.
XIX.  Illusion
There is a warm light ahead of me in this cold night, beckoning me to come
toward it.  It’s the light coming from a warm, lively house that is full of love! 
…Of course it’s only the light from my own lamp.  It’s all in my imagination
and that’s fine.  This illusion is the only happiness there is.
XX.  The Signpost
I begin to understand… I have chosen this pathway for myself.  I avoid the
company of others, isolating myself rather than reaching out for help. That’s
my pattern...  I’ve done nothing shameful that I would need to avoid people. 
Other people seem to understand how this life works.  It’s as if they have signs
guiding them through their lives toward happiness.  The only sign I see leads
me toward loneliness and solitude.  I can’t seem to change this…  I just can’t.
XXI.  The Inn
What a cool shelter death would provide.  What rest… peace… relief from
unhappiness… my pain and loneliness would be done… behind me…  I’m so
tired of this pain gnawing at me.  I could end it now… 
…but I can’t.  It’s not a solution.  …Just have to keep going.
XXII.  Courage
I will sing to myself and ignore my pain to get through this life.  Love rejects
me, society rejects me.  There is no evidence, whatsoever, that there is a god, if
this is all there is in life.  Since there is clearly no god here, I will be my own
god!
XXIII.  The False Suns
Please… I long only for darkness.  There is nothing here.  My hope was an
illusion, my dream was an illusion, what once seemed so real was only an
illusion.  Please… just let me go.
XXIV.  The Hurdy-gurdy Man
What is to become of me, in my remaining time?  Will I become an old man, a
beggar, who totters, barefoot on the ice, ignoring all and ignored by all, alone,
wandering with nothing and no one?  Is that my destiny?
